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Marcel Drouin criticized the first sentence, in which he saw an annoy-
ing hypallage (?), which I nevertheless defended because it did not
shock me; on the contrary; and I used to go about repeating that sen-
tence aloud, for its rhythm and sinuosity delighted me.
"Cold on my hands, but warm for them, I feel, ah! in that brown-
ish water, those living happy roots." I still like it and enjoy transcrib-
ing it here. Perhaps the rest will be found some day.4
It is of no use struggling against what may seem to me (and quite
wrongly, no doubt) an unjustified servitude: rhythm dominates my
sentence, almost dictates it, clings closely to my thought. This need of
a precise rhythm responds to a secret exigence. The scansion of the
sentence, the placing of the syllables, both strong and weak, all this
matters to me as much as the thought itself, and the thought strikes
me as halting or distorted if it lacks a foot or has one too many. Thus
it is that thought is worth nothing to me unless it participates in life,
unless it breathes, becomes animate, and one feels, through the words
and in their swelling, a heart beating.
I tell myself, later on, that there is nothing in this but a somewhat
indulgent illusion, that there is no reason to wish thought to be stirred
by emotion, that I am compromising it by urging it to share in the
tremblings and weaknesses of the flesh. An illusion? What-does that
matter to me if I make the readers share it?
Abstract thought is frozen; and I have never been able to do any-
thing with what remains cold. It compromises itself by warming up
and becoming human, but it takes on life; only then can it become
active.
28 March
. . . But the vast majority of men put up very well with their pov-
erty, do not suffer from it and are not even aware of it. Whoever tried
to shake them up and disgust them with their sordid apathy would
run the risk of playing the useless role of the agitated agitator of
Paludes.5 By transferring the unrest of that book from the moral to
the social plane I believe I should only have limited it. But it is easy to
make that transfer in imagination. Fundamentally the unrest would
remain the same. Fine function to assume: that of disseminator of
unrest.
With this so imperfect world, which could be so beautiful, shame
on him who is satisfied! The so be it, as soon as it favors a default, is
impious.
4  See page 207.
5  The unnamed protagonist of Gide's Morasses (1895) strives to spread
unrest and to stir his friends from their passive acceptance of a humdrum
life.